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OUTLAW'S GOLD 



HE QUARTERED down out □£ th» »oio1- 
dotted hills. His paim hoise wai ex- 
hausted, walking wiih drooping head, hoofs 
stumbling in the soft sand. Tht tmn in the 
saddle turned, looking belund him, wonderlne 
il the posse would come up over iIie top of ' 
that lait hogback rtdge. 

CUm Tolliver wat an outlaw. Walnut. 
handled ColK had carried him from the min- 
liiE campt of MonUna to the cattle ranges of 
Texas. He had been quick with those gun- 
hands. Too quick, he now reBlieed. / was '\ust. 
a kid. he thought bitterly, A smart-aleck but- 
ton too bin i^' ^'^ ^^" breeches! Il was too 
late now to go Sack and change any of that. 
But there was something he could do 1 
In the town ahead of him, there was a small 
blacksmith shop. In the store, set back against 
the rear wall, was a ahelf. On the shell was 
a dozen or more tin cans, filled with nails and 
boU» and nuts. One of those tin cans held 
gold, however. A fortune in dull, gleaming 
gold nuggeti. Clem had pul those nuggets 
there, two years ago, 

Clem needed those nuggets now, needed 
lh«m badly. He needed Ihem to restore hid 
telt-respect. For the first time in his life. Clem 
Tollivcr was ashamed of himself. His cheeka 
{.tubed red with anger at the thought of the 
way boarded Red Angus had tricked him. It 
was back in the base of the Tonto Hills where 
AnguN had said to him, with a grim smile. 
"Jom up with U5. Tollivcr. We're makin' a 
raid on the Elkhorn stage. It's making its 
regular run from the gold fields right "bout 
now." 

He had not wanted to join Angus' crew of 
hardcaso killers. But a two-faced marshal, 
who wanted Toltivcr's scalp for the lake of 
his reputation, had driven him from the Gulch 
regions, over the Ripaaw Mountains, and 
across the salt flats into the Tonto country. 

[t had been Clem who had drawn the shoti 
straw that night — which meant he stayed with 
the liarsea while the others crept through the 
sandstone bluffs above the Elkhocn trail and 
within rifle range of the stage. Clem still re- 
membered the ominous drumming of hoofs 
as Angus and his crew had returned. 

Ked Angus had reined in his roan gelding; 
had snarled. "We got one of 'em, He put up 
a fighi The driver— blast himi Some hombre 
named Johnson!" 

■ But they got ihe gold. And part of Clem 
Tolliver had died at he looked down at it. 



That driver had been Frank Johnson— who 
had been Clem's best friend. . 

Clem pulled the paint into a slow irot. The 
walk had refreshed the aoimal. Now he ran 
with vigor and power in his thick-muscled 
limbs. Far ahead lay the dun stretches of the 
benchland outside Arroyo. He pushed ihe 
paint into a steady canter 

Within an hour, ihe false-fronted saloons 
and general stores of Arroyo loomed before 
him. His quick, alert eyes took in the milli- 
nery store, the Havemeyer corral, Down the 
dusty main street, between the lluery stable 
and the Jenkins* funeral parlor nestled the 
blacksmith shop. He walked the paint into the 
cool shade of the smithy. 

A big man. with muscles bulging on his bare, 
sweatstained arms, stopped the steady clang- 
' clang of his hammer on the anvil to stare up 
at him. Under the shadow ol his Stetson. Clem 
knew that his fice would not be recognised ; 
not at first, that is. A wry smile twisted his 
lips as he swung from Che saddle. 

'Howdy. Jim." he aaid softly, waiting. 

The big man started. His eyes widened. His 
lips thinned a^ a beat of anger pulsed through 
him. With a savage gesture, he threw the 
hammer from him, and took a step forward. 

"Vou! What do you want in Arroyo? Last 
time I saw you, I told you to stay away. For- 
ever! What are you made of — stone?" 

No. Clem reflected bitterly. I'm not wad* oi 
slone. That's why I'm back here! But he te- 
laKed. He knew that his brother Jim would 
do nothing: that he would not run dowi< ihe 
street to sheriff Harkins' little office to spread 
■ he word thai Clem Tolliver. ihe outlaw. w» 

"I came for the gold," he said, gesturing in- 
to the dsrk rear of the smithy. 

*' It's the only honest money yon ever made," 
snarled ihe big ^milh. 

"I know that That's why I came for it. Any 
other money— wouldnt do!" 

Clem brushed past Jim. shaking loose a re- 
straining hand. In his highheeled. ornamanted 
riding bonis he walked across the dirt floor, 
fumbled for a moment under the dirty canvas 
tatpaulin. As his hands rjmerged. they brought 
with them a round tin can. The can was heavy. 
so heavy that he almost dropped if. 

His lingers ripped open the top. He looked 
inside. The dull gleam of heavy gold nuggets 
stared up at him from inside the can, almost 
filling it. With a heavy sigh of relief, Clem 
thrust it Older his arm. He found a tack in 
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bble of the smiihy's discards, and put 

Ftring above him, hit brother tame to 
near. him. "Thai's good, honest fold, 
What do you want with it?" 

i mine. I got a right to use it — as I see 



lie ihr.w the sack acrosslhe saddle, looped 
Mie dtaw3trme5 atross the iron pommel a( his 
big Cheyenne saddle, Putting « foot into the 
ornate lapadeto stimip, he swung up into the 
kak. With a quick gesture of his hands, he 
reined the paint arotind, and toed him out 
into the sunlight. 



The Johnson ranch « 



i!Li small and weather- 
in from the south to- 
ward its flat sprawling width, he (ailed to note 
the three men who stiired suddeiily at hii 
.toming. Hii eyes were all for the slim Bgure 
of Ella Mae, landing straight attd proud be- 
lide the unpainted porch. As he drew eloser, 
he saw that her blue eyes were fixed accus- 
ingly on his tall, slim Fgure, 

As he reined in the paint, she said grimly, 
"Clem Tolliver' What brings you backi"' 

He fell the flush tinting his tanned cheeks. 
Silently, not daring to meet those calm eyes, 
he uriooped the drawstring of the sack hang- 
ing from the saddle pommel. Holding il in 
his hand, he swung down, 

Clem held il out. "1 don't know just how to 
put this. This is mine. It's come by in honest 
ways. I — I want you to-T — " 

The firsl warning they had of the men com- 
Ing across the sage flats toward them .was 
when a bullet cut a round hole in the sack, 
leas than an inch from-Clem's fingers. 

He threw himself on Ella Mae, carried her 
back onto the unpainted planks of the porch 
in a tumbling, screaming frenzy. Ckm's right 
hand reached downward; came up with the 
heavy Colt Peacemaker, shining blue in the 
sunlight. 

Now he saw them, running across the yard, 
looming big and ominous in ihrir red shirts 
and blue Icvis. iheii guns belching red fleme 
11 him. He fell a bullet nick his shoulder, 
heard the cloth rip and (eat away. 

'Then he was pushing Ella Mae before him 
into the big single room of the ranch house 
"Get inside! It's Angus— Red Angus!" 

"Your kind '"she spat. "Why are they sjioot- 
ing at you? ■ 

"Bec^iuse I'm a fooM 1 should have come 
to bring you the gold at night 1" 

Her surprise was audible as she gasped. "To 
bring me gold? 6ut«why?" 

He told her, and as he talked, her face 
mirrored her amaiement. She interrupted, 
"Bin Frank isn't dead! He left me only a few 
hours ago, to make another tun on the siagel" 



"Not— dead?" Clem choked. And theh he 
laughed: bitterly, sevagcly. What a fool he 
was, to have swallowed that story Red An^ut 
told himi Angus had lied, knowing Clem 
would get thai gnU. to ity and make repara- 
tions to Elta Mac. Red Angus himself had put 
the idea to hitti. as they had ridden off, with 
that posse hunting for them. He had said. "Be 
a Rnc thing if somebody coind take care of 
that driver's widow Bui none of u-s h^x dny 
fortune put away." But he, Clem Tollivcr. had 
a fortune — in good nuggets, that he had found 
while prospecting the Ripsaws, two years ago. 
And that was what Red Angus was after, now. 
A bullet tliudded through the thin plank- 
ing of the door. Gunshots, and the shouts of 
angry men sounded from the outside. A red 
flame of tuty beat up through Clem. He shook 
ofT Ella Mae's hand; ran for ihe door, hem 
over, both his guns in his big hands. With a 
hard thrust of hit boothecl he drove the dsor 
outward— followed it, both guns bucking and 
flaming in hia hands. 

One of the outlaws came lo a suden stop as 
a bullet caught him above his bell-bttcklc 
He bent over slowly, then fell that way, as lE 
frozen. Another man drove lead at Clem from 
a nearby wagon, crouched down behind a big 
wheel. Clem found him with his fifth bullet. 
The man went backwards, turning a Hip in 
midair. He hit the ground with a dull ihud, 
and lay thete, arms outfiung, sightless eyes 
staring at the sky. 

Clem twisted sideways, his eyes hunting 
Red Angus A gun threw flame at him from 
a corner of the stable Clem sent a bullet into 
the' wood, drawing splinters, then he was run- 
ning straight for the barn, huddled over. He 
did not care about liimself row. All he thought 
^liuut was Red Angus and his way of life— 
a way of life that he himself had embraced 
unthinkingly. 

In the rolling thunder of gunfire, he did 
not hear the hooEbeats behind him; did not 
see the men gallop forwaid after him. Instead, 
be was around the corner, gun lo gun with 
Red Angus, who opened wide eyes and , fired. 
He fired too late. A gun behind Clem had 
spoken; its bullet luuk Red Angus in the 
mouth- Clem whirled, to see shcritT Hatkins 
and a man who wore the Icdcral marshal badge. 
The marshal was smiling, "So yuh'ro Clem 
Tolliwert Seems you had a run-in up north 
with another marshal. We found out he was 
crooked. He'd made up lies about you, I 
checked. You've never murdered a nrtan in your 
life, except in fair gunplay. 1 n^ed a good 
deputy marshal. You want to sign up?" 

Clem sighed and bolstered his guns "Mis- 
ter, you've made yourself a deal." he grinned. 
"Just for the record, I never robbed a man, 
cither." 

The thraa men turned and walked together 
toward Ella Mae, who was smiling happily. 
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